28               PAOLO AND FRANCESCA
ANG. I never trembled for you till this hour.
Gio. What is it that you fear ?
[He kisses her hand.
ANG.                               Now your lips touch
And I begin to feel more surely, child*
Ah! hut a juice too pure hath now been poured
In a dark ancient wine: and the cup seethes.
Gio. Speak clearer to me*
ANG,                             Closer lay your head.
Ne'er in the battle have I feared for you.
What is the strange, soft thing which you have
brought
Into our life ?
Gio.             Francesca, do you mean ?
Why do you clutch my arm ?  What is't you see ?
ANG, A kind of twilight struggles through my
dark.
Be near me!   Soon it seems that I shall know.
Gio* Upon what scene are those blind eyes so
fixed?